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For him, in vain, at to-fall of the day
His babes shall linger at the unclosing gate.

And Gray was almost certainly working over the same

original in the familiar lines.

For them no more the blazing hearth shall burn,
Or busy housewife ply her evening care:
No children run to lisp their sire's return
Or climb his knees the envied kiss to share.

A comparison of the three versions is interesting.1 The
Thomson is weak, but it is particular; he does put a
picture before us. Gray at once generalizes it, and
makes the stanza more resonant. Collins seems to pause
half-way; he half generalizes; his verse is limpid, but it
does not reverberate. It is a perilous kind of purity that
he has achieved; it hovers on the verge of emptiness.

Nevertheless it is characteristic of Collins. He was
deficient in the faculty of direct perception which best
provides the material necessary if the technical process
(even the most perfect) is not to operate idly in the void;
he was deficient in the vigour of mind essential to the
fresh apprehension and memorable utterance of great
commonplace. That he should have snatched a victory
from between these two deficiencies seems almost mira-
culous. But it was not altogether a miracle. A com-
parison of the Ode on Colonel Ross and How Sleep the Brave
shows how much labour went to the making of the per-
fect little poem, for the Ode is hardly more than a diffuse
preliminary version of the poem. Here are the relevant
passages of the Ode.

That sacred spot the village hind
With every sweetest turf shall bind
And peace protect the shade. . . .
Aerial hands shall build thy tomb . . .
1 See note, p. 190.